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kOWBOY STAR OF THE MOVIES 
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Terrible Tenderfoot 

Sixgun Sheriff 

Mine Menace 
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AND OTHER STORIES 
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TIM HOLT'S 





lutifut blonde's in trouble, mid anyone 
in trouble can always counl on Tim Holl — if 
they're on the aide ol law and order, that la! 




Tim didn't always own Lightning. Here he is in the 

■ ■ ■ j r i ) !■ i .mldli? ,.l \lw. hKjIw.-dnnq Sh.'ik. D struixi. 

Llppixon stallion who likes to pose for the c 



Tim drives a tractor that was given as a price 
to a 4-H Club winner. Tim is a member ol the 
Advisory Board of the 4-H Clubs ul America. 
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At pawn, the revet was broken, and 

A W£AK BUT CLEAR-EYED AMN SPEAKS 




WILD YELL SPLITS TNff AlRf A COLT BARKS ONCE. TWICE. 
A WHITS-FACED ORlVEZ DRAGS BACK ON HIS RS'NS... 




QjStTH STRAIOHT PACK. BUT 
BURNING INSIDE WITH INOIONA- 
TlDN, TIM PRETENDS 10 B 
WHAT HE LOOKS— A FRi3*rtm 
EASTERNER'. 
HEVYOU! TENDERFOOT.' 
WHAT'S YORE BUSINESS 
GAP 
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/ OOooPS! 
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LET'S RIDS TO THf DELTA - 
0«1-A-S0CK» WS'LL SES . 
WHAT THE OTHER 80yS 
SAV ABOUT * 
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Kn HOUR LATER , APPROACHING 
MILL- HEMMED SHACK .... 
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tpATER , AS THE CAUCO WASON STARTS 
NORTH ON IT'S APPOINTED ROUNDS.. 



/ PLEASE FORGIVE 
' UNMANNERED YAWN 
WORPiSLE HOUR, NOT 
ESTEEMED COMPANY 
13 CAUSE OF SAME 
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SORRY, PAL , , 
BUT WE'VE A 
LOT OF GROUND 
"" COVER TODAY | 
ANP... OH-OH , i 
LOOK UPAHbAD 
THERE, SINS- 
_^ SONG/ 
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I- THERE ARE OTHERS 
WHO RISE BEFORE RIDICULOUS 
ROOSTER. BEHOLD APPROACHING 
ANIMAL 1 
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A Ml Li ABOVE THE LARGE HAOENDA 
QZ SPANISH GRANDEE CON ESTEBAN 
PC MIRANZA, FIVE *\SN SPUR AT FULL 
GALLOP POwfJ THE STEEP SLOPE OP 
AN ARROVQ 



r WS WILL HIT ANC? V>J VEAHlWEGOT 
RUN, WASTE NO Tl/AE \. TO GeT THAT i 
RGHTING— IF WE CAN Jpft-y VASEy--' 
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In THE P ftTO OF THE HA CIENDA--- 

^ ' V_>U ABfc PUR ^ 

!E TO BB THEE" 





ROBBING AN? WEAVING. TOS&NO FISTS 
WITH CAREFUL PRECISION. TlM DOWNS 
MAN AFTER MAN 




But 



IT HE HA* NO DSPiNSS AGAINST 

HOT LBAO: 

* HE'O. 6ET ALL ThS BOYS 



TIM HOLT 

-^ITS ONLY 
CREATE: WE'LL 




That 

Nlu 



r A DISGRUNTLED ^ 
fPEOH NAMED MIGuELl 

I whom i discharged J 



'POR STEALING — MU 
HAVE SPOKEN OP MY ART \ 
f TREASURES. SENOR TIM.THe 
VASE IS BUT ONE OP THEM. 
THANKS TO YOU. THIY TOUCHED 

nothing else: but APPARlNTV 

=L HAS JOINEP OTHERS 
OP HIS KINO! 




TWO PAVS LATER. AS 
TIM AND CMITO QUARTER 
UP ALONG THE SWEETWATER 
IN THE DIRECTION Of THE 
T BAR H, THEY APPROACH 
THE HORSESHOE SHVER. MINES-. 



LOOKS 
LIKE < 
MORE 

TROUBLE 


' TROUBLE EES 

i SEEM TO ee , 

\WEETH US ■* 
JEVERV WHERE 
TTHEES TRIP! 


■.-'--. 


"STiFS 


SP 

m 






THE OWNERS ARENT GIVING U5 ENOUGH 
PROTECTION IN THE SILVER MINES! 
THE WALLS CAVE IN! THE PROP-BEAMS 
■ BREAK IN HALP! THE WATER- 
PUMPS QUIT AND WE ALMOST 
DROWN : 



^YOU'LL NEVER SETTLE 
THIS BY AROJIM6 AND 
FIGHTING. WHY NOT SMOKE 
THE PEACE-PIPE FOR TWO 
OR THREE DAYS 7 Cl ~" 
NP I WILL CHECK 



JIM HOLT 

™1 FYE SEE.TiM? BEAM. PROPS 
HAVE BEEN SAWEP TO MAKE 



HMM*0 

LOOKS- 
THEM BREAK. AND THESE ^ AS IF SOME- 
ARE powper stains Tone wantep 

WHERE GUNPOWPER I TO FORCE 
WAS USED, __ 7TH6 MINERS 

TO STOP WORK 
MAYBE SO THEY 
COULD BUY THE 
MINE CHEAPLY...? 
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r 8UT THIS MINE IS 
PETEREP OUT. 
OLP- JUST ABOUT 
PAYS OPERATING -i 

EXPENSES- NO ONE 
WOULD OO TO THE 
TROUBLE OF CAUSING 
ACCIDENTS TO GET 
CONTROL - IT ISN'T 




FOR A NIGHT AND A PAY TIM 
ANP CHITO H'PE IN THE MESQJiTE 
ANP THE WALPAIS WITHOUT 
SUCCESS. ANP THEN, ON THE SECOND 
NIGHT, AN HOUR AFTER MOONRISE-- 



Wqvbr there, Ycaramba: eet) 
Ichito; fivb } was pive * 

K AVCNl VMiN WHO STOLE 
k^— — -\A /■ THEE VASE OF i 
(£ M (DON ESTEBAN.' 
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Wain, 



THEV WENT INTO THE 1 
HILLSIDE -THROUGH 
THAT SWINGING ROCK . 

POOR i ^m •*—■* 

~ EET IS Pi-CHTY 
CLEVAIRE OP i 
THEM, TIM. i 
5HRUBPERV 
HAS GROWN 
frjh \! OVER THAT * 
i\-\j\ dOCK SO THAT 
y ' i \ MO ONE WOULO 

A ' -vLevaire fwp eet: 



TRUE ENOUGH. BUT, TWO HUNDRED 
YEARS AGO, THE SPANISH. UNPER LAMP 
GRANTS FROM THEIR KING. WERE ALL 
AROUND THIS COUNTRY&PE. THEY* 
" MIGHT HAVE .MINED HERE... 
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"'CHITOl LOOK here: THIS 
WHITE STUFF- IT'S SILVER! 
PURE SILVER OOEJ NO WONDER 
THOSE ACCIDENTS HAPPENEPJ 
SOMEHOW, SOMEONE CAUGHT 
ON ABOUT THIS OLD PL ' " 
AND MEANS 




Flying dirt and rock cascade 
down on the*\: bent double, 
gasping in the thin, acrid air, they 
are covered with a blanket of debris 




yeah. the owners 
are willing to 
sell— especially 
since the miners 

laid ofp por a 
" of days! 
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JlQ&NCt ANP CLAWIM6 AT THB LOOSS 
EARTH AMP HOCK WITH THEIR FlNGBRS. THE 
SWIAT POURlMi PROW THEM.TlM AMP CH|TO 
BATTLI FOR THEIR LIVES IN THE SEALED 
MINE TUNNCl 



KEEP MOVIN6, CHITO 
IF YOU STOP TO 
REST, YOUR MUSCLES 
TIGHTEN ■ 





GET HIM! HE POESN'T T WE'LL 
DARE SHOOT IN HERE \QET Hl*\, 
FOR FEAR OF HITTING / ALL 
THE LAWVER AMP THE / RIGHT! 

i MINE OWNERSJ 




BuRlEP UNPER FlVE MEN, TIM 
GOES BACKWARD JNTO THE STREET, 
AS A GUN iS PRESSED AGAINST HIS 
MlppLE IN THE SAVAGE CONFLICT-- 

-^PlPN'T WANT TO 
SHOOT IN THE OFFICE-. 
ANP NOW I CANT SHOOT, 
OUT HERE! 







_ATER, AFTER THE GUWMSN AND 
THEIR RINGLEADER HAVE BEEN 
TAKEN OFF TO JAII 



GOOD! 
THEM I'LL RE- 
TURN THIS 
VASE TO DON 
ESTEPAN- HE 



WE CANT THANK 
YOU ENOJGH, TIM. WE"RE ] 
GOING TO KEEP THE 
MINES, BUT WE'RE * 
GOING TO MAKE THEM) KNEW OF THE 
MOPEL MINES I ALL/MAP, BUT MEVCR 
THE BEST 5AFETV < CONNECTED IT 
BQWPEMENT THAT \ WITH THIS 

CAN BE FOUNP WILL S LOCALITYlj 
PE U5EP IN THE SHAFTS V" 
AND TUNNELS. . 



TIM HOLT 




THE WAR ARROW quivered in the tree 
trunk, humming shrilly. The shrill Kiowa 
war-whoop ululated in the cool morning air. 
Half a mile away, a red shadow slipped over 
the farther »idc of a paint pony and galloped 
to safety, yowling his taunts. 

Lieutenant Rex Cordon of the 7th Cavalry. 
U. S. Army, turned a haggard face to his thief 
seout, the Pawnee sub-chief. Little Egg. He 
croaked with a dry tongue, "We must have 
help, Little Egg. We've no water, and not 
much ammunition. Three of our detail are 
dead, and only that medical orderly is un- 
wounded! What are we going to do?".' 

The Pawnee's bronzed face never changed 
expression as he said. "Send orderly to Fort 
Riley. Let him take horse and run." 

"But he's the only man with us without 
experience! Why. he hasn't been at the Fort 
long enough to get tanned 1" 

"Better that way. Him little, not weigh 
much on horse. Htm no good shoot. We need 
men who shoot good here!" 

Lieutenant, Gordon grunted, and crawled 
along the bottom of the shallow sink toward a 
white-faced medical orderly who was bend- 
ing over a wounded cavalryman, bandaging 
hit arm. The orderly turned a startled face 
at the lieutenant touched hit shoulder. Ab- 
sently, he thrust the roll of white medical tape 
into his uniform pocket. 

*Gil, we'll never last two days, with all 
those Kiowas around us," Gordon said. 

Medical orderly Gilbert Callen nodded. He 
wet his lips with his tongue. "1 know. I've 
been thinking about it," 

"Do you think you could get to Fort Riley 
on a horse? If you do, bring word to Colonel 
Bennett where we are!" 

I'll try, I'll slip away after dark." 

"If they catch you. you know what might 

Medical orderly Callen shuddered. He had 
seen soldiers on whom the Kiowas had worked 
their tortures. But he lifted his chin, and 



there was a brief, hard light in hia eyet. Ha 
said slowly. "I'm studying lo be a doctor, 
lieutenant. If I can save lives by running for 
help. I'll run!" 

"Good boy!" smiled Gordon. "Leave every* 
thing here but your clothes. Don't even take 
a weapon.'" 

Callen grinned weakly. "That's all right 
with me. I couldn't hit a barndoor with a gun, 
anyhow'" 

Callen glanced at the sky. The sun was red. 
It would be dark in a few hours. Until then, 
he could keep busy looking after the wounded 
men. 

When the stars were glittering in the black 
bowl of the heavens, medical orderly Callen 
mounted a sleek bay mire. Beside him. look- 
ing up at him, was Lieutenant Gordon. Gordon 
whispered, "Tell the colonel we"re at Delta 
Basin. He knows where that it." 

Callen nodded. "I'll tell him." 

"Good luck, orderly." 

"I'll need it!" 

And then the bay mare was leaping up the 
slope of the sink. Callen bent low over hit 
neck, the mane whipping afainst his face in 
the breeze that swept in over the sage flats. 
Callen whispered. "It's up to you. boy! You 
can make it. Easy now!" 

There was no moon, and the only sound was 
ihe thudding beat of the mare's hooves on the 
ground. A wild hope leaped inside Callen's 
chest. Mtybe 1 can make it! he thought wildly. 
Maybe those redskins won't hear me! He 
crouched lower, hands wound in the reins, and 
then he heard it! 

Owwwoooo-ooooooo! 

It sounded like the high, shrill call of a 
coyote, but even medical orderly Callen knew 
it was no coyote, For the weird cry was an- 
swered here and there on the black plains by 
the calls of ether coyotes Only »n Indian 
could make a sound like that! 

He came out of , the mesquite clumps at full 
■ 
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gallop Far lo the right he saw the Kiowas 
bent over their paint ponies, riding bareback, 
moonlight glinting on the barrels of their 
rifles. One of the Jndinns lilted his rifle "• 
his shoulder and fired. The whiplike crack 
came sharp in the night win,] Instinctively, 
medical orderly Callen ducked, but the bullet 
was wide. 

To lessen his. weight. Callen slipped his 
jacket off and dropped it The wind caughi 
ai till thin shirt and chilled him. But the bay 
marc would have a little less weight to carry! 

The Kiowas were separating. A dozen of 
them, painted with red and yellow and green 
striping*, were racing alter Hi in, and the 
others were turning their mounts' heads back 
toward the sink. But those dojen were more 
than enough to catch him. Without a weapon, 
he had to put all his hope on the slim bay 
legs of the little marc! 



The sun wjs blistering hot, high in the 
heavens, as medical orderly Callen shook his 
empty canteen and threw it away. His shirt 
had gone the way of his jacket and his canteen 
at dawn. Naked to the waist, he held the bay 

The mare was tired She had run all night 
to escape the pursuing Kiowas. and to prevent 
her from foundering, he had to let her run at 
a trot for half the morning Behind him. not 
so far away but that his blood ran cold when 
he thought of them, came the Kiowas. 

They were shooting, now. The bullets 
skipped and hit in the dual all around him. 
Callen frowned. One of those bullets might 
hit him, and topple him from the saddle. If 
there were some way of taking that message 
in, even if 1 were dead . he thought. 

He could tangle his hands in the reins, and 
his legs in the stirrups, and thus remain on 
the horse, dead or alive But he had no way 
of carrying that message! Hopelessly, know- 
ing there was. nothing that would help him, 
he began to feel around in the pockets of his 
uniform trousers 

Hll lingers touched the roll o( medical tape 
that he had absent-mindedly shoved Img his 
pocket hack at Delta Basin He took it out 
and looked at it The tape might hold, and it 
might not Still 

Medical orderly Callen grinned Sure! He 
had a way to carry a rnesugel Why hadn't 
he ilinughi ni thi-i hefnre' 

It was while he was grinning that the Kiowa 
bullet caught him under the left shoulder and 
knocked him almost over the neck of the marc. 
Blackness came aoww out of the sky and 
settled over his eyas for one brief, pain- 
w racked moment Fingers tangled in the 
mare's mane, he hung on. grimly ripping tiny 



He swam up nut of the blackness that was 
shot with the red flashes of pain. His shoulder 
was on fire, and his entire back was a mast of 
agony. He lay on hot white sheets in a cot, 
face down. By craning his neck, even though 
toe pain made him shudder, he could sec the 
white wall of the sick bay. 

A rustle of starched white shirt made him 
ltd his eyes, A pretty nurse was bending 
toward him. her eyes misty with tears. She 
whispered. "Does it hurt— very badly?" 

"Enough. But never mind me. What about 

"Lieutenant Gordon? He's outside, with the 
colonel, to see you. Shall I send them in?" 

He nodded, his heart thudding wildly, Then 
he had gotten his message through! It was so 
hard to remember, thinking only of the pain, 
and the fire on his back and chest and the 
oncoming Kiowas. He remembered vaguely 
that he had twisted hands in reins and legs in 
stirrups, and fallen forward over his mount's 
crest. He must have come through, for he was 
still alive! 

The door opened and closed. He heard 
voices in the hall, and he shook his head, try- 
ing to think The horse must have carried him 
to the fort He had no remembrance of the 
hands thai had eased him from the saddle, of 
the voices that must have exclaimed at seeing 
him Did they wonder about Gordon and the 
others al Delta Basin? The colonel had no 
way of talking with him. How, then — ? 

His thoughts were broken off by the open- 
ing door A sabre clanked as Colonel Bennett 

came across the floor lo stand &^n I 

"Well, orderly? How do you feel? Blisters 
Mill bother you'" 

"Blisters, sir?" 

Lieutenant Gordon was kneeling, his hand 
going out to Callen'b hand, squeezing it. 
'Thanks, Gil You go! through just in time. 
We didn't lose a man, thanks to you— and 
your sunburn!" 
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"He's forgotten, and no wonder." smiled the 
colonel. "You must have expected to be 
wounded or killed, orderly. You used medical 
tape on your chest, to form a triangle, or delta! 
Suite I knew the route your detail was taking, 
it was obvious that in or near Delta Basin the 
rest of the men were trapped by the Kiowasl 
Although the tape came off sometime during 
your ride, your chest was blister-red, except 
for the area protected by the tape — which was 
white and clearly showed a delta." 

The End 



TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 





EVERYTHING WORKCD TO AT.' "\ 
TWE MESSAGE WE SENT THAT/ 


SOT HI M 

SAFELY OUT , 
OP TOWN ! A 

he! 


f NOTHIMS CAN 

' STOP US NOW? 

WE'LL M6AD FOP 
THE PASS, AND 
^ THEN ON INTO 
THE NEXT COUNTY.' 
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f/tGH ON CACTUS PASS 




BPmundsrino moovfs cmry the oltlaws to 
m thf top op cactt/s bass aho oses it ~ 
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ThiS Tut IVWPUKf C«C* 0FA H/lHCMttTWR 

'am* fix's tw toots/ aaotx* wls 

»»OCS -—440 AHOTHflt '. 



fPue rjiiLiAot of jxtts «op« outlaw aft* 

OUTLAW.' VET STTa. TMfV £ 




\J2^TH a#m,D£ADLV determination, the, 
C0w«**0s POta? in THtiff hqb ! the murdered 

MEN *Vf« TMff/ff FRIENDS! Mfi« L«f THESE — 
, OUHMJSN AND KILLERS --MUST PAY THE PRICE 

FOB AWflDfi?,.. 
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WE AIN'T GOT A SNOWBALL'S j 
CHANCE IN HADES UNLESS V 
. Of T OUT OF THIS PASS ! 
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i (he late Tighlieo, 
plaleau* ol Utah. Here is a typical i 
lo close lfa« gale an a score ol skittish. I 
— ■ — ' ;■■■ * v. 



nd hl< 
with Tim Halt hurry! 
mustangs just rounded 
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LOWEST MARKET PRICES 



CHRONOGRAPH 
WRIST- WATCH 

STOP-WATCH 

TUEMITEfl 
TACHOMETER 





Sweep Second Hand • Precision Workman- 
ship • Rugged Shock RciitlanlCaie • Swill 

• lever movement ■ Rodium hdndl and numer- 
al! • Sv/eotproof band • ll mmturei ditlance, 
ipecd ol cari, planet, horiei, iporling 
evenli. ond other moving ohjech • ll'i a 
limekeeper, Hop wotch, telemeter, lacho- 
f meter • ONE FULL YEAR GUARANTEE! 

Operating injlrgctlont with every wolch. 

Two-Puih Bollon operation • Precision 
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